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N I C K  M I R I E L L O
S u m m e r :
I am capable o f  lying—
there is no open space
that your m other  d idn ’t tell you about
no swollen finger w orth  crying over
no bargain to be had in the basem ent—
we have wood rot, I know, the neighbor 
is do ing  som eth ing  abou t his, the salt water, 
the long summer, the wind. 1 can deal with termites, 
shit I ’ve already dealt with them.
You th ink  when you buy a home... Yes, the neighbor is friendly 
enough to lend you a blue pill here, a white  one there, 
he is a nice man. That is w hat nice men do. H e is nice.
We agree, I d o n ’t know  w ho will cut the lawn, 
things o f  this nature, they take time.
They d o n ’t. They do.
Is there a date, it’s nearly summer. Fall comes
soon. I agree. It comes soon but
the sum m er is what kills us,
the heat, the wind, the salt,
it’s the sum m er we shou ldn’t
keep trying for.
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